


She was looking for a book on a specific topic on 
the cultural history of ancient India in the 
Museum's library. She had been there since 
morning and had visited the Museum and its 
library a few days ago. 


On a personal note, the day has not begun well 
for her. Considering that nothing in the last few 
days turned out in her favour, it was not 
surprising for her that even after rummaging 
through the shelves of the library for hours, she 
was unable to find what she was looking for. 


She thought of taking a break and pulled a chair. 
Her palms resting on the enormous reading table, 
her stare was fixed nowhere. She had named the 
stare as her Nefertiti look. 


Whenever she was in the realm of 'the blue’, she 
found herself leaning towards museums and 
libraries. Museums may mean different things to 
different people and for many, it may mean 
nothing at all but for her, it was a space to 
rejuvenate herself. If there was one word that 
anybody asked her to associate with museums, it 
was tranquility. 


The library of a museum became a haven for her 
when she needed a break from the drama of 


being. And yes, there was work to do. 


There was always some work to do. 


So, as her gaze moved from the infinite to an 
adjacent chair, she found a catalogue of a 
museum on it. She picked it up and started 
turning the pages listlessly. 


A sculpture of Brahmani displayed in the 
Sculpture Gallery of that museum caught her 
attention as she was browsing the catalogue. 
Of course, being a student of history with an 
interest in historical artefacts, she knew about 
Brahmani. 


Brahmani is one of the seven mother goddesses 
or Saptamatrika in Hindusim. She is considered 
as the creative force of the Hindu god Lord 
Brahma who is believed to be the creator of the 
universe. 


She had seen many images of Brahmani before. 
This was the first time she carefully looked at 
how she was depicted. 


She had seen Brahmani in multiple museums and 
various museum publications. She had also 
visited a Brahmani temple, seen her sculpted on 
the walls of temples and other archeological sites. 
However, something was different this time. 


She found herself looking at the iconography of 
Brahmani. While the sculpture was adorned with 
various motifs, what struck her particularly was 
the way the kamandalu, or the water-pot in 
Brahmani's hand, was shown. 


The water-pot had no motif sculpted on it. It was 
bare sandstone. The simplicity and starkness of 
the water-pot stood out in the aesthetic aura of 
the sculpture. 


She grew curious about it. 


It had been a long time since she had read 
anything on the Saptamatrika in Hinduism. She 
was trying hard to recall the stories, the 
iconography, and the symbolism. All she could 
reckon at that moment was that it was associated 
with the Goddess cult in Hinduism. Whatever she 
had read on the subject before, appeared to her in 
flashes. She was annoyed and ashamed at the 
same time. 


She stood up from the chair and went to the 
shelves once again. This time, she picked up a 
book on the Saptamatrika cult. She read. 


Meanwhile, something more interesting 
happened. The realm of the blue was slowly 


dissipating into boundless yellow. 


She read and she read. 


She read on the origin stories, how different 
Hindu texts vary on the subject and how they 
differ when discussing the iconography of the 
mother goddesses. 


Brahmani like Brahma also holds a water-pot that 
contains water representing the cosmic creation. 
She was aware of Hinduism believing in the 
cyclic process of creation and destruction. 


Whatever is destroyed or is on the brink of 
destruction will be created again. Sometimes the 
form changes. Sometimes the form remains the 
same. 


Water has its own qualities and yet it takes the 
form of the container in which it is stored. Water 
in an ocean is capable of creating various life 
forms and destruction in the form of cyclones at 
the same time. 


Every chaos is followed by creation and every 
creation has a chaotic end. 


She ruminated on the symbolism of the water- 
pot of Brahmani. This plain, unassuming water- 
pot contained in it the secrets of universe and 
time. The waters it represented were silent, 
serene, and catastrophic all at once. 


She looked around herself. Everything looked so 
peaceful. The librarian staff was busy on her 
computer. There was no one in the library except 
her and the librarian. The library was ina 
different wing of the Museum so there was 
hardly any interruption. Maybe one day 
everything will change. So far so good. 


She pondered on the fluidity of time. If she was 
facing chaos today, perhaps it was a prelude to 
the creation or something new knocking at the 
door. Maybe she should also flow like water and 
let time decide. 


She stood up. She toured the Indian art gallery of 
the Museum one more time before leaving. She 
had work to do. It was time to create. 


The water-pot of Brahmani gave her the courage 
to swim through turbulent waters. 





